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INTRODUCING BILL 



7JJ^55^ OMING of a respected, industrious and 
i reasonably prosperous family. Bill Tansy 

. fcyrfc agr was born to be an idler, a crude humor- 
ist an d ai1 bumble but prolific philosopher 
■ ' of the city’s <lust. He missed being a 

genius by that faint and wavering but cruelly im- 
passable line that divides brilliant intellectual success 
from tke lack of it, achievement from failure. 

C. He is a Street Sparrow in human form and a little 
shy on feathers — for Bill’s habiliments are not gaudy 
or impressive. The very slightest change in the posi-^ 
tion of his natal planets or the convolutions of his 
bram might have made him a bird of paradise, a thing 
of gorgeous and glittering beauty, or a lark soaring 
heavenward, leaving a path of trilled melody as he 
rose. As he is, however, he declines to parade^ to 
soar or to sing. W ith respectability and scenery and 
lofty heights and vast expanses of view and oppor- 
tunity for using his wings all about him, he likes the 
cobble-stones and precarious perches on trolley- wires. 
The billowing alabaster of the clouds floating far up 
do Uot tempt his flights. He revels in the clouds that 



CICTZ 
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nse from the operations of the street cleaning depart- 
ment. Tramps and hums and jail birds and their 
relations with the police and the illegal traffic in in- 
toxicants command his muse, arouse his nsihles and 
provote his philosophy. He is a kind of Burns, 
oblivious to the mountain daisy and all Marys and 



G. He never has been taught because he never would 
be taught. Only against instruction and admonition 
. He has obeyed his instincts, 
urn to write and rhyme after his 
own way 
his native 
iblication or 
;. He does 
►ffices from 



has he worn a ram coat, 
which commanded h: 

own fashion and to make pictures, in his 
and on his own topics. Nobody else in 
surroundmgs writes or draws for pul 
hankers after the fun in the disreputable, 
these things and haunts the newspaper oi 
the same causes — not for reasons or purposes — that 
make the sparrow chirp and hop. He has been, the 
despair of generations of Richmond editors because 
what he does is so astonishingly attractive in many 
ways, yet needs so much polishing to make it pre- 
sentable, lacks just so little of being fine. 

C, Because Bill himself is remarkable, a wide vari- 
ation from types monotonously familiar ; because he 
is a character so distinct and unusual as to be inter- 
esting, as the unusual is likely to be ; and because it 
is hoped that his work may represent his character- 
istics and amuse the public, as he does those who 
know him, some of his friends determined to make 
this book. I am asked to write the introduction ; 
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perhaps because as a, student of human nature, deeply 
interested in all its phases and variations, I have studied 
Bill with some attention. But I hardly think I can 
introduce successfully a man I don't know ; and after 
all these years of study cd him I know about as li#le 
of Bill as he does of himself — an extent of ignorance 
which in each of us reaches the dignity of an endless 
vacuity. He isn't a song bird or a game bird or a 
creature of shining plumage, and I do him the justice 
to say that he neither struts nor crows. His output 
is just the chirping of a harmless, homely, humble, 
dusty sparrow, chirping because he must — a sparrow 
that might have been any of these other birds if nature 



Richmond, Virginia, 

December 2nd, 1907. 



Digitized by 



A ^ 





fREE CHOPS 



o«cn 



Digitized by 



Ww*fx\ 


\\jd 








j|J§ 








DUSTY MIKE. 

A Thrilling Tragedy in Verse. 



He saw a latch-string hanging out. 

And grease spots on the jam ; 

Ha, ha!" says he, “ I know that sign - 
Its coffee, rolls and ham!" 

So he pulled the hell and braced himself. 

With a scuse-me-lady look. 
Prepared to spring the same old gag 
Unto the patient cook. 
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Just then tke main guy rubber-necked 
At Dusty tli rou gh tke window. 
And said. My friend, it s kind in you 
To come and sift my cinders. 

You see, tke knok you just now pulled 
To set tke kell a-ringmg ? 

Well, it didn't ring no kell at all — 

It set a sifter swinging. 



And I would] 



you do a 
Tkat could b^done by proxy, 
kat proxy rule is also good., 
Worked in your kill of fare, 

) kere s a picture of a kam — 



lyspepsia 



•me roum 



And let you see a quarter. 

.nd wken you're strolling by again. 
Don't mind tke gentle cops — 
ou'll find a woodpile in tke rear. 
Come in and have some chops.'' 
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Now, Diilty* Mike ten years ago 
Had took a solemn oath 
To never work or take a bath , 

But now he'd struck ’em both, 
“Great Leavens, ‘man ! be cried aloud. 

“Why, what in thunderation 
D' you take me for — a Kansas farm. 
In need of irrigation 



Y ou ve led me up to common work 
Just like a lamb to slaughter ; 

And I d rather face great Justice John 
Than go against wet water. 

There’s nothing left hut suicide 
To end my earthly troubles — ’’ * 

So he ate the lovely cake of soap. 

And died chocked full of bubbles. 



THE EPITAPH. 

'• ■ -V ^ * f • 

No more he lining the area gong. 

To sing the cook the same old song. 

And now, when cops come strolling Jring, 
He needn t keep a— dodging ; 

He s settled up his earthly score — 

Gone in and closed his narrow door — 
Pan-handling is a thing of yore — 

For he’s got a cinch on lodging. 



- 




BILL JENKINS' EPITAPH. 



P ETER PILL ke painted roofs. 
But tken twant out kis line 
To now and tken ketck up a job 
Er paintin* of er sign. 

Tke widow Jenkins kad er spouse 
A>Vko kept kis tank well soaked. 
Till t last lie kindly did tke act, 

(In otker words, ke croaked). 



So ske called on Pete to paint a koard 
(And paid kim m advance) 

To place at William Jenkins kead. 
His virtues to enkance. 

Bill knowed some day ke kad to kit 
1 Tke stoppm' place in life. 

So ke eased a little pel cy in 
To stake kis widowed wife. 
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So Pete lie swiped a bar-room sign. 
Cause plank was rutker kigk. 

And proceeded for to koost Bill's virtues 
ay up into tke sky. 

Now a kar-room sign amt just tke tkmg 
To kold a dead man down. 

But tken tke koUrd was just tke skape. 
And tke end was nice and round.,* 



Said Pete, "Til nail Bill s epitapk 
On tkisker koard witk paint. 
And future generations tkey 
Will tkink Bin was a saint." 

But paint and oil were all so skeerse. 

And likewise turpentine. 

And all tkat Pete could muster up 
Was a can of kalsomme. 



±3ut kalsomme is awrui trail 
To kide our eartkly stains. 
Specially wken it kas to stand 
Tke sunskme and tke rams. 

So wken tke ram came pouring down, 
And tke sun kegan to skine. 

It evermote did knock tke spots 
Out of tkat kalsomme. 
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And when weepers came to drop a weep 
On Bill s eternal roost, - 
And view the hoard whose duty tyvas 

His virtues for to boost, 

■ 

They didn't weep a single wail 
In memory of the dead, 

’Cause the elements had switched them rhymes, ■m 
And this is how they read : T 



A Pre ctou.8 o no from ds \z < 
* To xye&v a oolden, Grown, 



He 1 toyed A ie V je/jfA 6 o jr_ai hj rrize lf^ 



h y e Ancnv he e happy there 
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Free Lunch from 12 till 'A past 2 
With the Bicgest Beer in Town ! 










>V' '* 



■ 



Tramfi. — I suppose. Madam, when you seen me.' 
cross aver on your side of the road and pass you a 
patronizing glance you expCCte^ me to nail , you for 
a. hand-out?, ' 

• ‘v- _ '■ 

Lady .: — Admitting it to be a fact, don’t you think, 
judging frpm your general appearance* J had a think 
coming to me along th^t line? 

Tran$.- — Such was far from my intention. Your 
more or less happy family reminded me of the great re- 
sponsibility I aide-stepped when Nancy Jenkins passed 
me the mitten forty years ago and I took to the road. 






CHRISTMAS CAROL, 



OW de koneyskucks is done got ripe, 
En drap down off de trees. 

And de simmons dey gets ketter ev ry 
Time dere comes er .freeze, 
cacklin in de trees, 

r kout ter figkt, 

% 

[e in de kroom-straw 



JJe crows is 
Jes like d< 

En de partridg< 

Is er callm " Mister ^Vkite;” 

En de rokms in de kolly trees 
Is mos too fat ter kop. 

En de rakkits in de turnip patck 
Er mkklm off de top. 

En de dorgs dey s done got kinder skase 
Eroun de cakin yard, 

En wken yer kear 'em m de woods 
De possum's livm kard,- 
Dar's de kar'l m de cornder, 

Clock’d fuU er klack-eye peas. 
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En chime en jowl is salted down. 

Ter eat em when yer please. 

Lord he p dem city niggers. 

What s prowlrn roun de street. 
One haf de time no whar to sleep. 
An' not er hite to eat. 

Stidder stayin' on de farm, 

En wukin' like dey ought: * ' 

Dey's roun' de town er stealm" 

En what s wuss, dey's git'n caught ! 
I'm satisfied wid 



possum. 

All through de winter time, 

En collards m de springtime. 

Cooked long er piece er chime ; 

En when de summer comes erlong 
Den ros'n ye'rs will do. 

But at Chris mas I wants tu'key, 

En er plenty of it, too. 

So, put de jowl and chime erslde, 

- En salt de poss m down, 

En, ole oman, ease yer conscience, 

En prepare to hake im hrown ; 

Cause I m gwine ter watch mer chances. 
^Vlien de dorgs ain't runnin' loose. 



c.crz 
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AIN'T IT SO? 

E V'Y time er nudder stoojent 

Breaks into de doctors' ranks, 
Dar s er new disease invented 
Fer tuk ketcli de ailin' cranks; 
Ef twan t so, den kow de doctors 
Gwme tnk live en take deir ease ? 
An den some folks is so excloosiye 
Dat dey wants deir own disease. 

Dar's dat ole Brer Ruffus Braxton, 
Wko was ailm tudder day, 

Wid er mis'ry, en kis wife ske 
Called de doctor rigkt erway, 
Wken ke got dar Brer Ruffus say, 
Xwas “ jes er stumacke-acke," 

But de doctor am t said nut'n — 

Just gm kis kead er skake. 
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De doctor felt Ins pulse, lie did, 
En den look at Ins tongue. 
Den lie tkump 1m in kis ckisser, 
He lis'en tuk kis lung. 

Den ke up an tol' Brer Ruffus 
Twas a kinder se'us case, 

" Caze yuk stenkellum s kusted, 

/ 

En yuk gizzard s outer place.' 



Den Brer Ruffus ke turn d pale, lie did. 
An riz up in de ked. 

An' ke say, “ Is dat so, doctor ? 

Den, my Gawd, I know I m dead ! 
Den dey fetcked m some more doctors, 
En dey argyard wid deyse'f. 

Tell wken dey got done kyarvm Ruffus, 
Dar want muck of Ruffus lef.' 



So dat's kow kum I say we gwine 
Fer tuk learn a tking or two, , 
Wken doctors gits er slingm mud 
Like politicians do. . 

En er sputin', en er jawin' 

En er skowin up deir tricks. 
Den de folks dey gwme stop dym' 
Dey aint ev'n gwme ke sick. 
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Uen darll be be weepin en er waum 
In de pothicary shop, 

En de undertake** 3 business 

Hits gwine take er sudd'n flop, 

En de Christian Science people, 

W en dey see de doctors fight, 
Gwine tub rise en say, “ I told yuh so ! 
W id all deir main en might. 



MIKE GROGAN S PAD 



IKE GROGAN ad a liver pad. 
An electric pad, I think. 

One windy night old Mike got tight, 
And pawned it for a drink. 



Le cramp, 
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Ch?1J.—Oh.< fatter; dear fatter, come tome Witt 
me quick ! Motker’s lost a quarter down m a rat kole. 

Father ^ — ^Vkat! Twenty-five cents — tte price 
of six t eers gone ? Great Leavings ! 
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A HOBOISTIC TRAGEDY, 



r HE sun bad set on Oregon Hill J 
And was rising down in Rocketts, 
\VLen W eary W illiam ran Lis Land 
Down in Lis empty pockets ; 

But not a solitary” sou. 

Not e'en a penny lingered, 

A ragged-edged poker cLip 

Was all tLat William fingered. 



“Egad," quotL Le, “by Caesar's gLost! 

I'm up against it ngLt; 

And not a Laystack down tLe line. 
Or an all-mgLt joint in sigLt. 
Twas ever tLus a feast Lut marks 
TLe coming of a fast. 

And famine Launts tLe festive board 
Before tLe feast is past. 



cirri. 
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To-day they ran out two a side 
In measure mixed or straight. 
But now the shakes is all that's left 
Of that once lovely skate.'' 

So he laid the leaden banner down 
And closed his weary eyes. 
With a hnckhat for his pillow 
And sheltered hy the skies. 



That night the laws of gravity 
Got kinder switched around. 
And things began a-f ailin' up 
What had been failin’ d< 



town. 

»n millionaires with sumptuous roosts. 
Built up by crooked dealing, 
ell out the bed (fell up, not downi. 
And hit against the ceiling. 



Just like a lightweight hum — ■ 

Fell through the clouds and hy the stars 
Right into kingdom come. 

Now A^Villiam s cut out earthly baths 
And hirsute amputation ; 

He' s rev ling in a system of 
Celestial irrigation. 
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THE BOTTLING OF 
THE SCALE-HOUSE FLEET. 



N O one to eat the free lunch now. 

No one to rush the pail. 

All s quiet round the Market Space, 
The scale-house gangs m jail. 

'When Justice John said “Wha^ about it ? 

The tanks began to shiver. 

Then word went round : his heart s as hard 
As Chicken Jones s liver. 



Brooklm Slim was first to get 
His liberty curtailed ; 

Then Indian William stumped his toe 
And fell right spang m jail. 

Then all the Joneses in the land 
Came marching by m line, 

"Its life for you,' said Justice John, 
"'And er million dollars fine. 




Then some one said that Chicken Jo 
Was sick an’ 'tout tp croak. 

But Cticken nailed tke lie and said 
'Twas but a gruesome joke ; 

Then be cast aside tbe soothing dope. 

And scorned tbe friendly pill. 
And went to seek some lonely pal 
Xo stare tbe festive gill. 



Amd be opened up a rummage sale 
Xo keep tbe tanks in booze. 

And put bis pepper and salts in bock 
And pedaled off bis. shoes. 

When all was gone from lid to socks. 

And nothing m tbe pail. 

They gathered little Chicken up 
And yanked him off to jail. 



Then Jimmie Rumsey filed erlong 
(Tbe short complected tinker) , 

With dopy lamps and gm-mill wheels 
Er gnndin' m bis thinker. 

"It s life for you ; no more this Court 
Will hand it out in driblets — 

Go down and bunk with Chicken Jones. 
The man with marble giblets." 
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And tanks, say s he, from gaugers up 
To genteel high-tall luahers. 

Must understand that I'm the Czar 
Of all the growler rushers." 



me tames can think ot sunny skiei 
And gentle evening showers. 

While peeping through the iron tars, 
Instead of latticed towers ; 

And the honeysuckles bloom and droop, 
And the bluebirds sing in vain. 

But nary a bum will roam at large 
Till, the springtime comes again. 
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A KITCHEN TRAGEDY. 



JT THAT ho, within the kitchen ! 
▼ And why so much ado ? 
The scullion lost a cake of soap. 
And thinks it's in the stew. 
What, in master's favorite stew ! 



And master /waits his dinner ; 

Oh, what will master do ? 

He'll roast the cook upon the spit. 

And run the scullion through. 

Yes, he ll~run him through and through. 



But wait, the soap's discovered, 
Twas never in the stew. 

They found it m the pygeon pye, 
And master never knew 
How he all hut lost his stew. 
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Away with scullion to tbe rack. 

And fetch tbe eat-o-mne ! 

But bold ! we ll make bim eat tbe 
Twill better suit tbe crime. 

So tbe scullion ate tbe pye. 



Yes, tbe scullion ate tbe pygeon pye. 

He knew a thing or two. 

I'd never tell tbe master tbougb. 

But just tvcKxt ipe and you : 
That soap was .in tbe stew. 



THE IRISH POET. 



HERE was an Insb poet 
Wbo got upon "tbe bog. 

And ran across a bock-sbop Jew, 
Wbo took in pawn bis log. 



So now most every Jew in town 
Can spring a little rbyme ; 
"Cause Ikey's writing poetry. 
And Mike — be's doing time. 
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I ALWAYS TAKE A 8ATH ON J 



MY BERTH 
DAXWISH'7 
I’D BEEN /. 
sorui<*{ M 



/''AVvC-0 CHASE YCRSEir 
' AINT I LEF'YER de HAY , 
STACK AN A PAIR OWEMeV 
•SYSTCJORSD Y e r wa NT ; /| 



pflgoi-DROBBt^ 
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: J D J cu$t r*£ of BEIN' °* E 

O DEM NATURE FAKER^ 



r H0LD^r fAR SKEER CRow 
I JESTWAN^TEK BORROW 

Sf L r CLO^S fFR A. WHILEV 
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A DAY WITH NATURE AND 
DUSTY MIKE. 



DOWN the pike where hoboes wend 
L. Their solitary way. 

Where daisies, peeping o er the grass. 
Are nodding all the day. 

And sleepy violets nod and blink 
To Jenny Wren's sweet chirp — 
But, hist ! a hark — then Dusty Mike 
Says, “ Durn dat measly ipurp." 



It’s o’er the hills where scrubby plains 
Slope downward from the eye. 

And through ravines where babbling brdoks 
Go dancing softly by. • *■ 

The shady lane where lovers stroll ; 

The farm house painted white ; 

The stern, bewhiskered gent who says, 
w Naw, durn ye 1 not a bite !” 
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On, on adown the scorching pike. 

As -noon-day sun climhs high — 

"Thanks, thanks 1 ” Was hut a friendly cloud 
That hurried swiftly by. 

The rustic bridge, the crystal hrook, 

^Vhere fish dart to and fro — 

*^Wisht I hed er stewin’ pot, 

Td cook dat turkle, sure.” 



And now the woods, where angels* hreath 
Is wafted through the pines. 

And through the swamps where dripping moss 
The towering tree entwines. 

Now here’s the village, smith, and all. 

The spreading chestnut tree — 

“Guess I’ll cut dat town — de jail 
Ain’t quite de -size fer me.” 



Now hy the marsh where honey sucklei 
Sweetest hreath is blown 
Across the down to mingle with 
The scent of hay, new-mown. 

And now the crimson west grows pale. 

And darkness drapes the land — 

“ I wish dere was an all-night jint 
Or er‘ lumber yard at hand!” 
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Tie slender moon climbs slowly up 
Above tbe sultry night ; 

Tbe lofty hilltop brings to view 
Tbe city s clustered lights. 

Three miles to town — a half — now two 

r • . r - --i. 

And now the longest one — 

“I smells free lunch and growlers too — 
Great Scott! Fm gom* ter run!” 
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THE WEIRD ADVENTURE OF 
CHICKEN JONES. 



With Apologies to the Author of “Arabian Nights? 



V (H is nobs. Squire Graves), 
Climbed. up on bis percb 
Witb a dignified wave. 

And gazed on tbe mob 
From bis judicial tbrone. 

And tbe Sargent called Cbick< 
^/liose surname is Jones. — ' 

Tbe ^Chicken” s a gauger 
Of whiskey and gin, 

Witb a neat buncb of dusters* 
Attached to bis cbm ; 

^Vith bis great gift of gab 
When Was bis time to say : 



luire 



Lappene< 
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On ther Newport News track, 
When ther Gypsy falls down. 
Like er man chock-er-hlock. 
An' yells, ‘Chicken, revive me, 
I can't stand ther shock ! ' • 

So I draws out the vial. 

With the mergency gill 
An rushed up to -Jack, 

'Cause I thought he was Jl, 

But the sight that I seen 
W ould shock eny man : 

Twas er roun' silver doller 



As the lightnin express 
Wan t gom' our way. 
We hoofed it to Hogan's, 
With .hearts light an* gay. 
Now, you know the rest : 
It's the ole, ancient gag — 
Two hums witk er doller 
An' er lovely ole jag. 

So let us down easy, 

Don t make it hut ten. 

“It foes,'' said the Squire, 
“Get hack to the pen.'' 



•trrz 
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WAILS FROM WAY BACK 



H, gentle spring, tkat brings tbe robins, 
And tie honeysuckle sweet ; 

Ain't you got some chunks of joy 
For the candidate that's beat ? 

For tis hard to see his coin 
Go to buy the grafters beer. 

Then to end up on the shank-line. 
And be jerked back to the rear. 

He's drank Double-Xtra Common 
Til he s got the chronic heaves ; 

And old Crematory Lager 
Just to make the guys believe 
He s the whole push by his lonely. 
With er lots of extry trims. 

Now he*s banked up on his uppers. 
With a winding case of jims. 

So let him gently fold his banner. 

And bid adieu to all the tanks 
And retire up the turnpike 
With the brmdle hog phalanx.' 
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A Ward Heeler. 
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THE PASSING OF THE HEELER 



JTANG up tke sign that reads “no trust, 
>.;JL An' liide tke takking slate. 

Trim down tke lunek and load tke gun— 
Here comes a candidate ! 

'Cause now most any old ckeap guy 
Of tke anti-grafter fold. 

Can kreak ngkt into politics. 

An stand tker koys off cold. 



1 hey 11 pass the gladsome hand eroun 
Witk tke old familiar slap. 

But never come up witk tke price 
To put er keg on tap. 

Tkey say it s gainst tke law to treat- 
Tke cops are apt ter pmck 'em; 
Time was wken if tkey didn't treat, 
Tke gang was apt to lynck 'em. 



cinr 
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In o more they 11 pay the hall expense. 
And stand for Leer and luncLes, 
^Tile tLe Leeler rounds tLeir voters 
And sorts ’em out in LuncLes. 

For tLe Barksdale law is o’er tLe lane 
TLe water cart s aLroad, 

An' all tLe dead men disfrancLised, 
An' er Lusted Jackson ward. 



No more tLem rousing meetings 
Will take place on every Llock, 
An' tLe tappin' of tLe kegs sound lik< 
TLe tickin of er clock: 

Nor tLe granite-iron Democrats, 

An' tLe SLeep Hill Ruffle Necks, 
Will give tLeir seventL annual Lall 
' To raise tLe campaign stakes. 



TLen, for every Luttercup 
TLe Lummers Lad er quarter. 

An' Lreweries all worked overtime. 

An' Leer flow'd just like water: 

But tLe Luttercups are 18-karat, 

An tLer grass is just as green 
On tLe frontiers wLere tLe SLockoe creek 
Meanders Ly serene. „ ^ 



c im 
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But no. more tlie gavel weilder: 
Or tke parlerment ry tanka. 
Come down tke kill from Jack 
To revel on tke tanks. 

An talk tker matter over 
A^kile tkey tap er little keg: 
For tke coming politician 
Has a muzzle on kis leg. 



aim. 
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SPRING CHIRPINGS, 



r HE tanners getting ligkter toys, 

TLe springtime must te springing, 
I see the ]ail-tirds on tte piles 
Ahd tear tte jaytird singing. 

Tte kuttercups are looting up. 

And so s tte dandelion; 

Witt ptotograpts of Murpty s goat 
On every tcck teer sign. 

And now tte toys can venture out 
W ltkout tkeir overskoes, ' 

And lean against tte Scale-House wall 
For a perpendic lar snooze. 



No towering woodpile%nars tte view 
Of settin' sun and tkings, 

Tte round touse gets tke frozen face 
Longside tte gentle spring. * 
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The watch dog nods and looks askance, 
WTien hoboes wind tbe lane. 

And housewives set tbem down to chuck 
And bid tbem call again. 

Tbe cops (tb< 



ie county cops, I mean. 
i one on commission ) , 
lys witb tbe passing bo 
bim witb suspicion.. 



iUt out your wings and promised landi 
And things like golden barps, 
nm down your ancient testaments 
And theologian sharps. 



bey want a place where w 
Is always full of beer, 

• n lection times is every d; 
And spring lasts all tbe ye 
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Fair vision of tbe‘ rustic grill f 
Bebold before you Bilious Bill, 
And tins me comrade— -Inky Ike — 
We're Pilgrims of tbe Winding 'P 
We fain would nail tbee for a bite. 
And lodge m yonder barn to-mgbt. 
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Cyh weary Jrilgrim, welcome be — 
Accept my hospitality. 

Towser! Tige ! Gome quickly lienee 
An & wait on these two wancTring gents. 
For if bites were gems or jewels rare 
Methmks thou t he a millionaire ! 



*ffc7* 
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THE PICTURESQUE DEMISE 
OF BILL BUNTIN 



I ILL BUNTIN croaked last Saturda; 

* I guess by now he's planted. 

Tke doc who diagnosed his case 
Said W illiam B. was “ hanted." 

He started off on lager beer. 

Then switched around on gills ; 

Then went against the dope shops, 
^iVhere they hand em out in pills. 

He kep' it up for weeks an' weeks, 

Er going night an' day. 

An t seemed as if ther rams an' snakes 
'.Would never come his way. 



Time was when Bill could hit er keg 
For all that she was worth. 

Or go against a jug of rye 
With any man on earth. 

Bill s tank, alas ! wan t copper-lined. 
Nor his liver carholated. 

So his hox began to hlow off steam 
An his top-knot got inflated ; 



turn 








And tilings Legan to undulate. 

An' Lis gaze and gait got windin' 

An' Lis tLougLts Legan to run like tape. 
An wLeels in wLeels were grmdin'. 



TLen Le rusLed down to tLe mission Louse. 

WLere consolaters preacL ; 

But it seemed like consolation 
Had got clean out er reacL. 

His sLack was filled witL devils. 

Outside tLe overflow 
AJVas lined down from tLe transom 
Er peepm tLrougL tLe door ; 

An' all kinds of alligaters, 

WitL Lazel-colored eyes. 

An' spiders Lig as elerpLants 
An cows no Ligger'n flies. 



TLen in step two jack-leg doctors 
WitL Land saws in tLeir grips. 
And Legan to saw Lis legs off 
^Twixt Lis knee-cap and Lis Lips. 
TLen Lere comes a undertaker. 
Wit a coffin painted Lrown, 

An cLucks Lim m Lead-foremost 
An Legms to screw Lim down. 
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Tken ke rucked out to a notary sin 
And yelled for pen and ink 
And tke latest tking in Mann kills 
Xo stop er man from drink. 



4. hen he dumb up on the water cart. 
And clumked up tkere to stay— 

Said notking ’tall would knng kim down. 

Not even ’lection day; 

Said free lunck signs migkt blaze in gold 
And kock-keer signs migkt wave. 

But ke looked for consolation — 

If not kooze — keyond tke grave. 

He clumked up to tke kigkest peak 
And tampered witk tke krakes. 

And fell, and ok ! it s sad to say. 

Fell in a nest of snakes. 



MORAL. 

Wken you get tired er drinking kooze 
And tkink it s time to stop. 

Just do it km' er easy — 

Don't make no sudden flop; 

Cause folks wkat spring dese temp' ranee gags 
And make dese mission spiels, 

Migkt fall into a Mann Bill trap 
And find a nest cr eels. 



81CTZ 
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THE MELANCHOLY DAY 



[E melancholy day has come. 
The saddest of the week, 

/hen fly-cops fix up 13a disguise 
And through hack alleys sneak. 



The hobo and the hum have fled. 
And dead-swell sports ain’t gay. 
While from the boozer comes a wail 
The livelong Sabhath day. 



The modest little cock-a-roach 
That f r om us used to flee. 
Now on the har perambulates 
In unmolested glee. 



oif.n 
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No more we 11 loop the side-gate loop. 

Nor shoot the Sunday chute, 

^/ith a growler in our satchel 
And a pmt down in each hoot. 



No more we 11 load ourselves wit 
And to the high brush flee; 

For the scorching tank ahoundeth 
From the mountains to the sea. 
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THE HOBO MEETING 



r HE amalgamated hoboes 

And tbe free-luncb grabbers met 
To organize tbe district 

And try and make things wet. 
For things were getting awful dry. 
And lection day wa6 pretty nigh. 



John, he knew a thing or two. 

So scratched his wisdom bump; 
Thinks he, "Til let the quorum out. 
Then rake em in a lump.” 

Soke wrote an order there and then. 
To turn the quorum out the pen. 
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Tkey got a Kail well ventilated, 

W*tk forty-seven cracks, 

W ith doors and windows m tKe front. 
And landscapes in tKe Kack; 

A roof tkat Kadly needed tin. 

And let great ckunks of moonskine in. 

Tke cluk kad met and organized. 

And rusked tke growler twice; 

And tkrngs were getting kinder warm. 
And not a pound of ice; 

Wliile. tke president sat on kis keg. 

And rolled Ins eyes and crossed lus leg. 

Then Chicken Jones arose and said 
He’d kave to kock kis coat, 

Cause ke couldn't stand tkat feeling 
Arising in kis tkroat. 

So ke sked kis duster like a man. 

Got the price, and rusked tke can. 



Bluekird Hill. 



I hen JDiiious Dill, trom 
A statesman from Henncker, 

Got up to make a few remarks 
Bout usin' common liquor; 

Witk a Keer keg for tke speaker's stand. 
He made a speeck to keat tke kand. 
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“Now gent s and fellow-citizens. 

Says ke, “We cant deny it, ^ 
Tkere\ lots o' ko's wkat kas a vote. 

An' a drink or two will kuy it. ' 

Just tken Hoke Smitk, tke outside guard. 
Announced a coon from Jackson ward. 



He said ke “wan t no Dimmercrat," 
But ke kad a quart of gin; 

Tken Bilious Bill, from Bluekird Hill. 

Said, “Let tkat nigger in ! 

His politics don t cut no ckeese; 

Jes' pass tkat Bottle tkis way, please.' 



ken Dusty Mike, a turnpike Bo, 
^^ent out and nailed a guy 
3r eigkteen cents, and klowed it in 



hen ate it all, yes every bit. 
And did a stunt and kad a fit. 



Tken Soup-kouse Bill, wko'd lost a dime 
A-skaking poker dice. 

Yelled out, “Tke nigger’s stakked poor Mike. 

Let s kang kim to tke jice ! “ 

And it looked as if' tke coon would kang, 
"WTien de cops rusked in and swiped de gang. 
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Next Jay, wlien lined before tbe bar. 
They began to cbew tbe rag tben; 

"But no," said Jobn, "It's sixty days," 
And waved tbem to tbe jag-pen. 

"And 'Squire Jones, from Sorgbum Peak. 
Will do tbe balance on tbe creek." 



That meeting's still a-meeting yet — - 
In fact, they've time to burn — 

Twill be just even sixty days 
Before those boys adjourn. 

But wben tbey do adjourn, sine die, 

Tbey 11 dnnk tbe nearest jill-bouse dry ! 



A BEAUTIFUL DREAM 



T HERE was an old man lived under tbe bill, 
Wbo dreamed be was beir to a big whiskey still: 
But wben be awoke and found twas a dream. 
He played 7-11 and singled 14. • 

Now be s de ole bum wbat peddles bis winks, 

Ajid keeps a dream factory in Rue de la Pinks. 
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Sat sunning himself on the City Hall steps. 
Lying back in the corner so snug. 

As he sat with a far-away look in bis eye. 

He said to bimself and himself did reply: 
fch Perhaps, I may get a dnnk by and by," 

And a smile spread over bis mug. 

And tbe shadows of evening grew long and dim. 
And the sun sank down o'er the hill. 

Then he slept and dreamed he was rushing the can. 
And lived next door to a still. 

And he thought he dwelt in a far-off land. 

Where he heard the sweet strains of an Italian band. 

And the can that he rushed was a two-gallon can 
And he changed a $2 bill. 

And each shady nook was a free lodging house. 
And the free lunch was just out of sight. 

And the cops were all bums and drained empty kegs, 
Amd earned the banner at ni ght. 

But the sound of the Old Market bell, as it struck. 
Awoke him, and, cursing his ill fated luck. 

He went out and bummed a big bundle of chuck. 
And the next day he got sixty days. 
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ON MUNICIPAL POLITICS. 



r HE municipal strategists 

Had met and tarred tte door. 
An' put teeswax in tte keytole. 
An sawdust' on tte floor, 
tey peeped in every tole an* crack. 
An turned tkings upside down, 
:uffed pillows in tke ctimney koles. 
An' nailed tte transom down. 



Xten ttey got a tox of axle grease 
An greased tte ligktnin rod. 

An' smiled an' said, “Ha, ka, tegum ! 

^>Vell make tte scrikes live tard. 
If we re goin to do tte regular tiling 
For local politics. 

We got to put tte rutter necks 
An' scrites out on tte tricks." 
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If a fellow just stays out all night. 

Or goes against a jag. 

The “trouble trust they twists it round 
* Into a yellow gag. 

For instance, botif a week ago, 

A bogus court report. 

Said Chicken Jones had paid his tax. 
An had a right to vote. 



Then candidates that used to buy 
The voters up for beer — 

But when the pure law came in force 
Got slammed hack to the rear; 

Sez they, Tf Chicken's got a vote — 
So's all the other tanks," 

So they jumped out m the limelight 
An got busy with the ranks. 



Then there's little Jimmy Rumsy. 

The solicitor of lids. 

He didn't have a single hat — 

But the papers said he did. 

It put poor Jimmie on the turn — 
’Cause when he’d tell his tale. 
They d say, 'Gon, you've got the 
To start a rummage sale. " 



cut?* 
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So them that thinks they knows it all. 

Can save their good advice; 

^^e got the campaign salted down. 
An' the schedule workin nice. 

So mum’s the word, he keerful hoys, 
^Vll now adjourn, sine die. 

An' go down an call the grafters up 
An* issue out the pie. 
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UNCLE HANNIBAL'S FILOSOFY. 

Y ES SAH," said Uncle Hannital, as lie put 
liis empty molasses jug on tlie counter, “it's 
^ er fac': one ka'f er dese yer city niters dat 
ye sees stan m roun de street comders all dres'ed up 
in dey fine rags, wid a segyar-rat stuck in der mouf, 
dunno wkar dey gwine sleep tell kits time fer 'em 
ter go ter ked, an as fer eat n, lawdy sar ! Don't 
mention it, caze wkcn dey aint reeck'n over de rick 
folk's kack. fence, fer er kan'-out dey's kunt'n fer de 
ckeepest cook skop wkar dey kin git de kiggest piece 
er korgskead fer fi' cent.” 

"Yes sat, gent’mans, Kits emuff ter make de 
genteel wtite folks stop w'arin good clo's w’en dey 
kin go down town eny day an’ see dem niggers wid 
er free skool ejica'tion all dyked out in er twenty- 
dollar overcoat, an' er pa’r er mutten legged pants, an' 
pat cm leatter stoes, an de latest style tat, an' er 
panst-green necktie wid er im'ertation di'mond pin 
etuck in it. Dar dey is in one er dem low-doWn 
policy stops propped up tetime de stove wtile dey’s 






Digitized by 








.'if 




waitm fer de dra win’s to come out to see ef dey’s 
dun got 4-11-44. Dey’s -tell’n ’tout dat gover’ment 
position dat dey ’spects ter git v an’ de po’ white folks 
w’ats hurry in erlong wid dey dveralls on, or driv- 
in de gyartage kyart is larfin up deir sleeve caze 
dey kno’s dat tit s de nigger’s patriartical amtitiousness 
dats dun got all tangled up wid dat little tit er free 
skool ejication dat’s eaa’n ’em ngkt erlong to deir 
finish.” 

“De oder day w'en dey wuz tav’n de ’lection 
down at de cross-road, Thomas Nelson — dat’s dat 
toy er mine — he come to me an’ he ax’d me, he did, 
to let him go down to de polls an’ see ’em vote. 
Well sah, 1 hed mah hick’ry stick in mah haft’ and 
w’en I got done lambaste dat toy I betcher he felt 
like one er de bcatenes’ politicians dat ever got 
kicked out’n his party. But what’s de use, if yer 
•Wuz to w’ar out ev’y hick’y stick m de woods on 
his back, yer couldn’t keep er nigger out’n politics, 
caze it’s a tight race wid ’em fum de day he’s to’n 
as to which he’s going to git in furst, politics or state 
pris’n, an’ he’s mighty apt to get in one as tother if 
de gallows don’t ketch ’im furst. Dat’s how kum 
dey b’lls er new jail ev’y time dey h’ils a new skool 
house.” r 
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“De oder nigkt — wkick it wuz de mgkt ’fo 
GeOrge AJVaskington’s kurtkday — Tissie Ann — dat’s 
my darter w’at teackes skool- — wuz er readm’ out n 
de kook all ’kout de doin uv Jenn’l Wa six in’ton. 
Tkomas Nelson, ke was settm dar wid kis ears 
wide Open an* kis eyes spread out jus’, as kig ez sau- 
cers, kut wken ske come to dat ckaptol \vkar kit tell 
all ’kout de cut n f down er de ckeer’ tree, yer’d jes 
orter seen dat nigger, ke look like ke jes’ couldn’t keep 
still, kut I know’d zackly w’at ke wuz sted’n ’kout, 
yes sak, I co uld, read kis mm’ lak Tissie Ann wuz 
er readin dat kook. He wuz tkrnkin ’kout dat 
little ckeer tree wat I gin de nussryman tkirty-fi’ 
cent fur an’ w jus’ dun planted out dar m de 
gyarden; kut I sez ter myself, ‘nigger, dis is one time 
I’m gwrne ter fool yer sko . 7 So I got up ’arly de 
nex’ morn’n an’ went out m de gyarden, ak did, an’ 
kid makself kekime er ole stump, an’ er aint ked long 
ter wait e’der, fo kere come dat koy wid er little 
katcket m kis kan, an’ ke wus maken strate fer dat 
ckeer tree, jes same ez efn ke’d dun km sko t outn er 
gun. AiVIien ke got mos’ dar, I step outn fum ke- 
kime de stump an’ er say: ‘ Looka kyar you kuffle 

k’aded imp ! ^Wot yer dom prowlm ’roun kyar 
wid dat katcket m yer kan, kuk ? * Den ke turn* 
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’round jes like lie don’t kyar a cent ef lie is dun got 
cot, an’ ke say: 'Forgik me fader, for I kyant tell a 
lie! I wuz er gwme ter cut dat clietfr tree down/ 
Deni say: 'Dat’s er lie ye’re tellin now, caze you 

wan’t gwme ter cut dat ckeer tree down, naw sak* 
dat yer wan’t, not long as dis ngkt arm er mine km 
ten’ to kizness, en I lak ter know enyway, kow kum 
dat you prowlrn round kere dif time er morn’n 
cut’n down fruit trees V 'I wuz doin it* ke say,* 3 
'm ’memkrance uv George Waskmgton, de fartker 
uv de country, caze dis is kis kurtkday.’ ” 

" 'Uk ku'k ! * I say, 'dats kit, is it? ^^ell looka 
kyar Tkomas, does you know wko sot de niggers 
free?’” ; ’y-. 

"'Yes sak,* sezee, "twuz Akerkam Linkum.’” 
"'He did kuk?’ Sez I. 'Den kow kum yOu 
did’t git up on kis kurtkday an* split sum rails ?* 99 
" 'Now le’me ax yer Tkomas Nelson : ^Wlat 

good did de cut’n down uv dat ckeer tree ever do 
Jinn’l W askm’ton? Did it ke’p ’im ter cross de 

Delawar’? Did kit keep de injuns fum sculp’n kim 
w’en ke crossed de Rocky Mountings ? Did it git 
’im eny votes wken ke run fer President? Naw 
sar, kit didn’t, kut I gwine tell yer wkat it did do, 
it gin dese people wkat go ’round makm up jokes er 
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chance ter git de laff on ’em ’hout dat little hatchet, 
an’ ef ’twa’n’t fer dat cheer tree and Jonah and de 
whale and de ole cow cross’n uv de road, dar wouldn’ 
er hin no Joe Miller's Joke Book. Now you take 
dat chedfr tree en put hit ’long side er dem rails w’at 
Aherham Linkum split, en see which go de furdst, 
coze ef dat little cheer tree wuz mad’ inter shingles 
dar wouldn’t he emufl uv dem to kyiver de gahle 
end uv er dorg house; hut when Aherham Linkum 
got through cut’n dem rails en stretched ’em out dey 
made er road dat re’ched spang up to de White 



“"Now Thomas, dat little ten-cent hatchet 
wa’n’t mad’ fer yer hig hand, ’twuz made fur 
•sharpenin shoe pegs en dnvin tacks, so you jist tote 
it up ter de house and tie sum red, white and blue 
rih’on on it an’ hang it in de parler right under 
George Washin’ton’s picter, den yerrcome out hyer 
an’ fine dat long han’el ax an’ tack’l dat wood pile 
an’ see how manny uv dem pme largs yer kin split 
up inter km’lins twix’ now and sun-down, an I gwine 
set right dar at de window an’ watch yer an’ ev’ry 
time yer strike er hard ’not I’m gwine to ’mind yer 
uv Aherham Linkum.’ ” 

“"Yes sah,’ said Uncle Hannihal as he picked up 



Digitized by 




Digitized by 




WHAT'S IN DIS BOOK 



Portrait — Bill Tansy with Autograph signature, . 5 

Introducing Bill, . . . . . 7 

“Dusty Mite," illustrated, ......... 11 

“Bill Jenkins' Epitaph," illustrated, 14 

“I Suppose, Madam, "illustrated, . . .^. ... .17 

“Christmas Carol," ... . 18 

“Aint It So?" ...<... 21 

“Mike Grogan's Pad," ...... *. . . . . 23 

“Oh, Father, Dear Father," illustrated, . . . .24 

“A Hohoistic Tragedy," . . . . 26 

“The Bottling of the Scale-house Fleet," . ... 28 

“A Kitchen Tragedy," . . 31 

“The Irish Poet," 32 

“I Always Take a Bath," illustrated, . . . . .33 
“A Day ^Vith Nature and Dusty Mike," ... 36 
“The Weird Adventure of Chicken Jones," . . 39 

“Wails From 'Way Back," 41 

“The Passing of the Heeler," illustrated, . ... 43 

“Spring Chirpings," . . 46 

Fair Vision of the Rustic Grill, illustrated, . 48 
“The Picturesque Demise of Bill Buntin," ... 50 

“The Melancholy Day," 53 

“The Hoho Meeting," . ... 55 

“A Beautiful Dream," ... 58 

“When Dreams Come True,(lSKt)," 59 

“On Municipal Politics," . 60 

“Uncle Hannibal's Filosofy” 63 



Digitized by 




Digitized' by 





Ci f.n 






Digitized by 



Digitized by 





Digitized by v^,ooQle 





